we tend to throw ourselves into things we do not know. and some of 
us see what others have grown and wonder and wonder but do not 
know. there's an ocean on the otherside of the glass. with currents 
swirling, whirling, whorreled, moving. Everflowing. and we watch, i 
seeee but i do not knowwww. what is it, does it mean. from where 
who knows. such emanation and yet... the ideas we are closed in on 
in within so tossed betwixt 


some people want to swoon or fool over yiur energy. some must stay away. those who taste little 
glittering sparkling sprinkles of the best of yiur energy but steer far, very far clear of yiur 
torrential winds... of beatifying ecstatic... tumultuously vivid and everpresent rapping~ roaring 
oceans of color, sound, glory, pain~ suffering... 

O' and the Love Yiu Feel. Ode to the Omen that Woke Yiur Shivering Corpse From It's Slumber... 


...~. Some... absorb. So horrociously, wickedly so, a forever-torrent swirling inward nevereneding, 
pain and suffering for all who grow near. O' and but what a face, they make. They want yiu, they 
draw near and they know not to stand clear, O' for that FEAR all alarmed are faces. They need 
yiu, they'd bleed for yiu, they bleed, they bleeeed, O' Yes They Do... 


...~.\ Because we jump.... 
Flying for joy at the most chance or will, whim we fly away, go, fly away, we know... we know... 


We see, we feEel, we hearr'rre the Electricity Of Yiur Soul. It Is Very Vivid. O' Yes. O' Yes 
IndeEed. For Yiu Are My Vivid Atmosphere, and for as fear or here yiu'll always know the most yiu 
need to hear. For, Vivid! O' That When Dwelled So Comfortably Within That Vivid Atmosphere 
and | Exonerate. | wheEel my attention to, or knowing, however, all knowing... well..., TOo Well... 
for the Vivid Atmosphere of my Desire Permeates Yiuor Every Whim And Ire... or Otherwise... for 
now at least... yiull never know why we get what we give. 


